6                LETTERS OF BOSWELL

your friendship for me made me almost weep with joy,
as I know them to be the genuine sentiments of your
heart : even the compliments you are pleased to pay
me I believe sincere.

Surely you could not be in earnest to entertain the
least suspicion that your not writing should have
offended me; no, my dear Sir, I am happily free of a
jealous temper, and could form numberless excuses for
the omission. It would be needless for me to de-
scribe what I have felt in absence from my better
part; your beautiful and moving letter speaks my in-
most thoughts. May indulgent Heaven grant a con-
tinuance of our friendship ! As our minds improve in
knowledge, may the sacred flame still increase, until
at last we reach the glorious world above, when we
shall never be separated, but enjoy an everlasting society
of bliss ! Such thoughts as these employ my happy
moments, and make me

" Feel a secret joy
Spring o'er my heart, beyond the pride of kings."

I sympathise with you in the want of agreeable com-
panions, as it is pretty much my own case. Poor
Hamilton wrote me lately; he is still bad, but hopes
to be soon here. Hepbairn has been confined for
some days, but is almost well again. Both these are
very pretty young gentlemen; but at the same time
there is all the odds in the world between a com-
panion and a friend to whom one can disclose every
tender sentiment. I dare say it gives you much
uneasiness to be amongst so profligate a set. I
hope, by Divine assistance, you shall still preserve
your amiable character amidst all the deceitful
blandishments of vice and folly. 1 envy your hap-
piness in being with the much-admired gentleman